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© Wait. Yes, your Honor; the 
dined with us laſt Sunday. 


cutter 


Aire. Is old Alibi the attorney down bee 


8 1 * ws g 15 s 
$ F-1 , 1 Fo p 


"Wait, Yes, ir; he's over at his houſe, +.” ns 
22 - = Have you ſeen his ward, Mails | opht 5 


mour, Ef i oo ne 


Wait. Ah! poor young lady! he ſeldom let's 
her go out but to church—A charity for ſome. 


P 
. 
- 
wo 


| gentleman, like your Honor, to whip off to church 1 


with ner.. 8 o 
Aire. Why, 
give you a ſimile in your own way=—t 


old black 
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ed, I have ſome notion but to 85 
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4 IIE OF A DAY. 


Wet keeps her as cloſe as a cork in a TTY 
which, to get out, I muſtn't bolt inward, but turn 
ſcrew round and round, and then cluck's the word. 
Get me a room and put my things in it. 
[Exit Warr. 
How ſhall ' t to ſee her? My new rival too! 
Who can he be ?—Let's ſee—Where did Sophia 
ſay ſhe firſt ſaw him? (peruſes à letter.) “ Noticed - 
. e his watching me at the gate of Sir Aſhton Lever's 
J Muſeum— heavy fhower at Chelſea - brought 


«> 


| © < guardian and J to town in his haekney-coach— 
e A monſtrous fool!“ -es; but if this monſtrous 


fool ſhou'd prove an over - match for all my Wik— 
| If 1 cou d only contrive to ſee her. 


„ 


: WNT 7 5 e 
N | , 


Enter Lanny Kavaxacn and Wars, 


Et Wait Pleaſe, Sir, to walk into this room. 
1 e O Donovan! 

. hs! Aircourt ! Who'd have thought efmett- 
„ 0g) you here at Hamꝑton-· Court? 
WE Ore. Why, but what the dence brought you 


3 


Z 
— 8 re? 4 
„ . * — 
1 n * 


1 5 Tarr 1 m hefe upon a love- ſchetne—incog, — 
5 buſh 1 vou remember I told you over the llt 
bottle we crack'd to gether at the Bedford— — 


e. True; our antes went out, and your YT 


5 ſtory ſet me aſleep (au¹m ). 

3 Larry. Well, rouſe now—Yon Eon r Alibi the 

5 attorney —he $ gourdian to the moſt e 
ſweeteſt— 
. Zounds, my 8 hia! (at). 

. Ly. Wy Ter . 


: I. * 41 


v 
1 
1 dh 


DO | L1B OF A DAY. | „ 


. Wil you,, faich'? (ad. What, then, 
Fo you're acquainted with, her? £ * 
Larry. The firſt time I ſaw my. charmen, the 
was engaged in a wrangle with her guardian at * 
gate of the—Muſeum-—in—a—Leiceſters: 
Arc. Leiceſter- fields! Oh, ho! (ade. 
L.arry. She would ſee the butterflies, ha 
ha! He in a rage flapping his cane on a ſhow-gla P 
of watch-ſtrings, ſeals, and ſleeve-butrons—=crie 
e Zounds, it's half- a- crown . The . ex 
ec price of that pane,” ſays the man of the 9 
e Jack, fetch the glazier”— The expence of this 
accident determined the affair; and the generous 
attorney, inſtead of Sir Aſhton's, propoſing atrudge - 
to Don Saltero's, I whip'd in a hack before chem 
' to Chelſea—Returning home, down comes an 
zuſpicious ſhower, and, to ſave.  6ighteen- penes | 
Alibi accepts of part of my coach. £ 
Aire. What, your own hack, Ha, ha, ha 5 
Yes, this is Sophia's monſtrous fool (ade), 
Larry. I throw a tender glance Sophia bluſhe 
and we KONgE: hearts through. our . 


r 
Alirc. Damn your ogles! (ary. * 8 8 5 5 8 3 
Larry. What — 4 


Airc. That is, 1 wank to know your . Re 
Larry. Will you help? __. 1 
Arc. With pleaſure - to cut your 1 1 
L.army. Vaſtly good! That ſetter (gives #7). .... 5 | 
Arc. To Capias Alibi, Eſquire—Dear Sir, 
tc the bearer is 2 young man from Lorkſhire, 
ee being defirous to improve himſelf. in the „ 
| & ſion of an attorney, I recommend. him to %% 
1 and think 8 dealing 1 in this cafe will he the 
. advantage of N W Nah — — 
W. ell, whas of chis? — 


Kg 5 | | a3 


by 


Ji 6 LIE OF A Day. 


31H Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Can't you ſee? That, 1 
118 procured for a little caſh, of a brother rogue of 
Alibi's— deliver it—it gains me free acceſs to. 
Sophia; of which, if I don't avail myſelf : . 
irc. Muſt turn him off from this (aſide). 
Won't Alibi remember you in the Chelſea ſhower 5 
Ha, ha, ha! won't he? ' 

Larry. No, he won't; ha, 10 ha! 1 (mimicking: 4 
For, to get the worth of his money in gaping about, 
he ſcarce look'd at me at Don Saltero's And 
then, to face my charming Sophia, I fat beſide him 
in the coach; beſides, I ſhall change my voice; 

and, to provide for that, I've made Nol ſay I am 
from Vorkſhire Oh, you'd laugh to ſee—1 ſhall 
be clerkified all over (di iſplays bis dreſs). 

Airc. But really now, do you think old Alibi i is {3 
* a blockhead as not to perceive from your air, 
perſon, addreſs—the faſhion that is in your manner 
. Hltogether ! What! take you for a ſordid, ſhabby = 
Curfitor-ſtreet ramſkin ſcribbler ? Ha, his” ha 
never! The gentleman: in your coat wou'd belie 
Nol Proſs's letter, and get you and it kicked out 
of the houſe, to the eternal diſgrace of St. James's, 
ad the triumph of Chancery-lane, 

Larry. Egad, Aircourt, I believe you're right. = 
| Alirc. Depend upon't, the old attorney wou d TE 
5 eisen the diamond, though ſet in copper. 
| rry.” Hang ir! this air of travel which we ac- 

7 quite abroad wiſh I wasn t ſo elegant in my 
manicre—I wiſh J had a little of the —— 
- 'yulgar—— Now you, Aircourt, how 1 895 vou'd 
"un the ramſkin ſcribbler ! 

Airc. D'ye think ſo? you flatter . N 
= Larry. O, you'd top the character! 
Wn Then, dem*me; I'll appear in it. 1 vill 
7 my > this PRO wil do—and for _ of 
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dreſs, Ned the Waiter will equip me! (ata. * 
Zounds, it is two o'clock! but I can get W 
lane by the ſecond act. 
Larry. Sdeath ! don't. think of town os play- 
| houſes to- nigbt! 3 
Alirc. Her Caliſta is one of the atk capital-— 1 
When ſhe tears the letter To atoms thus let 
ee me tear the wicked, lying, evidence of ſhame” —, 
(having, unſeen, put Lan RY 's ever in bis pocket, : 
tears another). 
Larry. Why, zounds, you's ve torn m5 letter! 7 
Airc. And thn her ſmile of conrendpt: pe 
Horatio, after —— 
5 . Damn you and Horatio, Sir! D dye ſee | 
what you ve done? Knock'd up my whole affair! 
Airc. Pon my ſoul I aſk Pe 5 7 not - 
think what I was about, 3 
Larry. The devil! What am 15 to 4⁰ von: e 
This is cruel of you, Air court. 3 
Airc. Come, O' Donovan, though F've deſtrayed 7 ol 
your paſſport, no harm done.” Be or Gam # base G0 
gain Sophia, I'm yours - from a. ſpank to Sets 5 2 
land, burning old Alibi's houſe, or * miſchief of” 280 | 
that ſort. FAT 7 8 gy” 1 
Larry. My dane Aircourt, [ hack you beards. 8 8 7 — 
Il go dreſs, and then for Lady Arable's, a chm. 1 
ing young widow here at Hampton Court Has I 
been over in Ireland to view ſome of her eſtates 
there, and my father has ſquir'd her hack again - - = | 
Deſigns her as a match for me Ha, has hal. 
Rather a nice thing to match me, Eh, Aircourt - 236 
Airc. Yes; but I think Pl match you, ha, 


5 ha, Hat 
Terri. Mi leber deen nw Eko ae | 
months. diverting. myſelf in England under aa = 3 
emed name Dad thinks I'm Rill on 2 lein - 4 
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atk Bue, Aircourt, dos r think of London lo. 


i yet, — hay ha! t. 


Vs wet uſed as I am by this wicked old attorney 
.- Cruel mamma! to make ſuch a wretch her execu- 
tor; and condemn me to the guardianſhip of one 
ho wilt never ſuffer me to be united to the man - 
_ Hove, whillt it's his intereſt to keep my fortune in 
-- * his hands. O, my beloved Aircourt ! ¶ Ange) 
5 Young Harry's the lad for me!?! 


| . 5 
I only wish it wou'd ! I've been endeavouring to 
| hot the ee * ne * * i N 


en bins will come pelting in upon him 
rafely—An'c I right, my boy? Lovely Sophia 
Love, fire, and frolick, thar' my motto 
Arc. Plague of your frolicks ! (aſide. Sophia, 
perhaps, is at home now — That be keeps | 
her cloſe. . e 
Larry. Cloſe! ſhe fois him the expetice of 2 


night. | Ca, 5 
Airc. Well, I won't. | 
Larry (looking at fragments). Honeſt Nol Profs's 

letrer—Whac the devil's tobe done? 

Airc. Oh, Nol Proſs's letter (Voting at it); it 


* 


La 


SCENE 1—4r Office in Avins' ; 2 5 
| (Sornra 4 dr Ziſcovered writing at a bigh Deſt. ) 


8 (daſhes the pen away). 1 will not weie- 
more of his law-gibberiſh! Was ever poor 


- ew e Yes, che 'very _ 1 wanted. | 
Enter An. Jo FFC es 0 


ft my forehead—any blood * 
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weeks ; but at laſt he has given FETUS knoek - 

on the pate—The -rogue's worth et and III 

have ſwinging wee r 8 
Sophia. Lord, Sir! Do you go out to e , 
with the people only on purpoſe that. they may 5 

beat you? l 

| 4155 To be ſure Beat | Why, I dave made . 

50 l. out of the wag of a finger, and have earned a 
hundred guineas of a morning, only by ſingle 
tweaks by the noſe. —Now, Miſs, have you drawn” 

up the bill of indictment? Egad! child, you'll! 
have no uſe for your fortune! By the Lord! 1 

you'll make a choice chamber counſel.—(Reads) 

e Pariſh aforeſaid —county aforeſaid - did make 

“ an aſſault upon one and did then and there 

« beat, wound, and cruelly. illtreat—againſt the 

« peace of our ſovereign lord the king But of 
« all the fine wreſtlers that dance on the green, 
_« young Harry's - the lad for me! Ok, the 
devil! here's a bil of indictment to come before a 
grand jury !—So, the exciſeman breaks my head 

- with his gavging: ſtick, and- chen 55 2 PE: 7 

ccc the lad for me! ” 

Sophia. Well; and ſo 8 1 x the lad. 
FE for me, in ſpite of you or all Weſtminlter-halh - 
3 with Lord Chief Juſtice at your head. 5 Y 


A 


A 


Alibi. I wiſh 1 could but once fee this fine — 
Mr. Harry Aircourt in the ſtreet though, only to — 
ſee if he's ſuch. a prime ſerjeant as.you make him. 
Sophia. He a prime ſerjeant! No! heaven 9 
"made my Aircourt handſome, witty, gay, Ane, 
generous, and good natur C. 
Alibi. It's his good nacure that ſhoves him en to - ; 
make ballads about me, and ſet all his drunken | 4 I 
e at * e "OA: out in 
9 — . BEL * 


10 | LIE or A DAV. 
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chorus O rare old Alibi! But if he comes, ww 
I don't ſet my bull dog at him - - 8 
Sophia. O, then, from your bull dog Heaven 
defend e * ba | 


4 ; * ; : 5 4 7 + 
ol þ + 4 N * 7 * 
* 4 4 % 


Enter Aincovar, di Hd as 4 country lad. 
„ 419 
Auibi 0 7 nden puts Sornta our 9. Who 
are you? What do you want? 
Airc. I want to larn the laa. ä 
Alibi. You want to larn the laa 1 wiſh you'd 
larn manners. 8 
Airc. Oh I have —for I 8 mortiſhly weel. 
Alibi. Lou daunce 1 Then, perhaps, you come 
25. for a partner (looting va agen af | 
n | 
Alibi. What do you want ? | 
Airs. I want—that letter (gives ono) 
Alibi. You want— this letter? - then what the 
5 api e a oa”; 
Aire. Look at the outſide. . 
Alibi. Capias eee, a BRI York- 


12 = iy recommend dealing this 
& caſe — advantage — Fours, Nol - Profs.” —Well, 


Yorkſhire's a good country to produce an attor- 
ney. My friend Nol Proſs e you a good 


character. 


Airc. Oh yez, 871 m a very honeſt * 
Alibi. Honeſt! and want to be an attorney! 

Het: I don't think I can do anything with you. 
Arc. No! Then what am I to as. "wie the 
WES: feyther ſent up wi' me for it? 


Alibi. You have money! Now I took ar you 7 2 


5 again Foun mn: a FOR TORE: lad. 


Are. | 


* 3 * * "> = 7 T F 2 N 
\ ' - 
. 3 * 
7 1 7 - 


s 


VV Im or A Dar. Po * 1 
Are, con x Not faid 1 might lar, boar, 
fleep pere: . . 
Alibi. Ecod! if you ferp here, you aa . 
for I've no bed for you (afid, fide). At 
Air. You ſee my money is ready, to 1 hope 
vou, afford me a good bed? 


Alibi. Why, you dog!—your rely money hows - 
you don't want to lie upon tick, ha, ha, ha? Hark 
ye! Perhaps I ſha'n't beat you above 00 2 | 
you commit a fault. . P 

Airc. Before! 1 e 

Alibi. Les; I may Min youi out: tof n good 2 
nature, only to ſhe w you what you are W if 


you deſerve it. 3 1 1 
g Airc. Oh, then I'm to be bear to fie me. from. : 
2 chreſhing! Good natur d indeed, he, he, ge! 


Alibi. You're not given to girls, are you? . : 
_ Airc, ] ſometimes play in the meads a wi bit. | 
_ Alibi. Well faid, Yorkſhire! But you wont dare: + 
to ſpeak to a young lady? 
Airc. Not for the ro (5 I'd bluſh fo an Few 
Alibi. That's right—L like a modeſt yourt—be. 
a cauſe I have a young Miſs within here, + 
Airc. Lacka-daify !' do you keep a'Miſs? 
Alibi. Ha, ha, ha! What a ſimpleton !- Before | 
I determined to retain him, FI firſt ſee chews oe” 
— baviour * . e Yah 


4 * 1 | * „ . = „ 
e 2 * 5 4 5 «2 
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; A BE es e 
F f 2 „„ Sa 4; E 7 
f 3 — Enter 3oPHIA, | . 5 * LR : 75 _ 
» 3 * - 


- ths My beloved. Sell I hope tell know 
| | me (aſide). 5 1. - 2 
Alibi. Well, Spb 1 55 got a new FR hs AE Nos 5 4 
Sophia. This muſt be the fop that Clegg me — 
to e ſaid he'd wit me in locus  digyiſe 55 
* 7 | but „ 


12 85 LIB or A Dav. | 7 
but 1 1 diſcourage his impertinence in time (ade). 
Ha, ha, ha! my very wiſe, vigilant, ſnrewd, ſa- 
gacious guardian! A.'clerk ! ha, ha, ha This is 
a very facetious gentleman, that's come hither on 
a ſcheme to run away with me | a he. bat? 

Airc. S'death! what can ſhe mean! 4 (Wes 

Alibi. How! an impoſtor.! _ 

| Sophia. Look! You can't know the .polite 
Srephon that brought us from e i his ball 
ney coach? 5 

Alibi. This ! „„ 

Hire. What! 1 I— he, he, he! © + 

Sophia. Bleſs me! it's my Aircourt himſelf 

afide.) | 
Alibi. Why, 8 you're the moſt cmd... 
When, neither you nor I ever ſaw this young man 
before. That coxcomb Aircourt has, blown you 
up ſo with his love nonſenſe, that you imagine all 

the young men in the town are laying plans and 
ſtratagems, ha, ha, ha! You are- welcome, my 

lad, and ſo is your money! (takes it. 
- "Sophia. Now. 1 look at him again, he's vaſtly 
p like Aircourt. -- | arc 

ili. She only ſays this to ver me. He ſhall by 
BED be my clerk above all the clerks in Chriſtenipm. 
Alirc. He, he, he! Thank you, Sir (bows). _ 
_ "Sophia. © He, he, he! thank. 00. Sir 
you ſhock! | | 
Alibi. He's no hock be sa pretty boy, and 


6 
* 
D 
* 


1 | 3 7 2 will be Lord Chancellor, won't you, Robin? 


Arc. Ecod, that's my name ſure enough.” 
2 Sophia. Well, mind, Jack Robin—ſince guardian 
| will keep you, you ſhall be wy e _ eng 
9 5 love, to me. 

Air. Love! Oh W156 „ en, 


Þ aaa Get your V 
thy Sophia, 


118 or «nan. 


1 Vow: pray CC 
Alibi, Go (puts ber in.) Don't mind her, 
Robin Her heart's ſo full of this Aircourt, that 1 
believe ſhe'd deſpiſe even a Judge upon the 
bench. 
Arc. What, then ſhe Jones one Aircourt? 
_ Alibi. But, my young clerk, by way of begin- 
ning, I' fer you ataſk Step Ran as room there, 
and ingroſs this deed (gives bim papers) -A- 
COURT going towards the door where Sophia Went 
of )—Stop-—that door (pointing t0.the centre door) © 
Air. I thought I was to ingreſs. chere, "me 2 
he, hie! "2 
Alibi. Robin, you” re 2 good. led; but for a2 
lawyer, heaven fave us! 


5 Aire... Then you think my coming here anſwers _— 
—_— Oh; yes, your coming here beer the 3 
purpoſe (clinking the money. A 
+ Airc. And that by this means I ſhall get TY 1 N 
want (ſteals the key out of SOPHIa 's dear). M 8 
Alibi (counting ibe money) Jes; Foy, this * 
we get all we Wand on * 5 
1 ee wy e e 
Alibi. Write away, my po and I- wre 
be Lord Chief Baron ſome Sunday or other 
Dam' me, I'Il dreſs my wig on your pate e 
| turday evening. As I am going ent, no haun to 
| Jock up my ward—The key gone! How's his? 
Soft! (locks the centre door, and takes the ko) . 
—_— ani is e can! Good I? 


_—_ 


LIE OF A DAY. 


| SCENE III.—The Coffee Room at the Toy. 


| 


Enter Sir CARROL and WAITER. 


'. Sir Car, Never mind, young man; I don't want 
any refreſnment— I've ſet Lady Arable down at 
her houſe, and am only walking about to ſee your 
ton and palace. And, Joy, ſo this is your coffee- 
room? Oh, newſpapers ! F Let s peep at the Lie 
es the w__ 8 9 5 


l * 
1 


[Exit WAITER. 


me ag * 


Enter + Young O'Donovan with 4 ſmall 8 on 
iy 4 Nick over his Ae. hits. . 


— 
my ”_ 
6 „ tad 
7 1 * ) g . 
8 A . 
” 
. 
— 


1 bis Irn young man ſeems to have had. a loog 


+ # P 


15 © Donovan rings— Enter Warrza. 4 


Mait. Did your Honor call? (to Sir Cannor.) | 

O' Don. "Twas 1 that N little wine and . 
"water. 1 *, p 
Wait. (ſurveys bim contempruntſy.). Coming, = 


S OTE ON 
8 . 8 a r 5 


Si. 
O' Don. I ſpoke to e 
Mait. This room is only for gendem 
Coming 5 
O' Don. (looks fernly at yi.) Sir, I aſk 
wrdon (bows to Sir CarRoL, and is retiring). 
Sir Car. Stop, Sir.— (turns to W A1TER) Harl ye, 
friend 1 even "apa as you live by the public libera- 


hy Rue Oy his e uw it ous 
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bag claim, at leaſt, to. your civility, You * this 
room is appropriated to gentlemen ] am one, and 
maſter of a parlour in Ireland to the full as good as 
this: and by my ſoul, I cou'd never think it more 
highly honor'd than by giving. a welcome.: to the 
| weur traveller. Go. 17 4 ha yoo 
„ be Warrzx. 
I aſk 3 ö are e you Len 
C' Don. Sir, I came from London now, and got 
there only laſt night from Ireland. „ 
Sir Car. Then you're Irin? 3 
O Don. Sir, I have that honor, 77 of ws 
Sir Car. And pray, my young traveller—excoſe; = 
my queftions ; but T feel myſelf intereſted in your | * 
concerns, though a ſtranger to them. Tell me, ; — 
what are your views? 
O Don. In my infancy, my father, Sir, 7 never 
knew the cauſe, ) came over to England, and thus 
deſtitute, Providence raiſed a friend, who. placed 
me at Dublin College. The death of this bene- 
factor ſtopping my reſources,. obliged. me to quit 
my ſtudies, and I have been drawn to Hampton- 
Court on the credit of a disjointed kind of ſtory, 
that my father had retired here in the enjoyment of _ 
an ample fortune, which he had acquired by the 
practice of an attorney: but aſter à long; journey, be 
5 * every * e 1 can bear of no . 
pe 8 


* 


* 


* 
2 i 4 8 Ss * - 4 ; Y a : 
* . f %/ 


Eu Lanzy Kavanaon, drefed. . 85 Es f 0 N 8 : : 45 
5 1 Povot! bring ach 5 W 1 
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one n with glaſs, powder puff, 695 5 


Hah this is ſomething ! (adjuſts him/elf before a 
glaſs.) There you are, from toupee to ſhoe-ſtring 
| Aus this lady's houſe is ſa near—Povot, another 
1 volley from your powder- puff. 
Sr̃ͤir Car. Why, you ſcoundrel ! what, do vou 
mean to make a barber's ſhop of a coffee- room? 
Tarry. A little more on this curl, Povot. 
Sir Gar. Take that, firrah ! 0 Arites W 
Piovot. Ventre bleu! 
Sir Car. And your maſter s puppy, whoever 


| hel is. | 
5 Can you fence, old Touchwood? 2 


00 Don. (interpoſing.) L. can a little, Sir. 
8 Larry. You |—ah! (contemptuouſſy.) Tol, lol, 
0 ¶Zxeunt LaRRY and Pover. 
Sir Care looks after Larry, then at O Downo- 
van). Oh, what a bitter miſtake has fortune made! 
Now that thing, void of manners and humanity, 
may have a worthy father, who, while he ſup- 
with a liberal hen little thinks he's throw- 
z — ing his money away upon a raſcal! Ah, this is 
pour bome- education! I have a fon abroad that T 
expect in a few days, ſtay till you ſee him, my ge- 
if © _nerovs lad—he ſhall thank you for your ſpirited 
. politeneſs to me. Since you have Joſt your _ 1 
tf. © and can't find your erben In inquire for me at | 
= Arable's—— Something may be done—Hold !— 
f I'Il perform firft, and that ſaves the trouble of a 
promiſe, and precludes even a chanc of W 
mament (offers money). 
90 Don. I thank you, Sir; but it's too ſoon 
axcept of ae eyen oben me ſtand in need &f 4 
them 3 3 „„ 


: -- -. or A DAY. 1 


Sir car. Well, well, my boy—I —I—like your 
—ſpirit—T was s abrupt—I aſk "Fn pardon:” 


— 


Eu Warren. 


Wait. Sir, Lady Arable has . over. „ "Zo 
Sir Car. Very well. Aſk for Sir Carrol O Doo 
novan——(a fine young man!) What an unhappy Þ 
father muſt he be, that could abandon ſuch a ſon. 
[Exit Sir CaRROL and WIR. 
O' Don. Sir Carrol O Donovan! Then the fon © 
that he ſpeaks of muſt be the child my mother 
nurſed—Now I ſhall know if ſhe's yet living. 
But alienated by her neglect, as I never knew the 
tender care of a parent, I don't feel that impulſe 
of filial affetion—Sir Carrol ſhan't know who 1 
am The meanneſs of my birth might add con- 
tempt to the ee that wy 1 has already 
excited. . i 


+ 
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0 pot et 4 Room at Lady Aue err > =g 


Enter Sir Cann. leading in „Lady ARABLE. 


Lady ARAL E. 


No, Sir Ewell, with thanks for your boſpi⸗ 
tality to me at your houſe in Ireland, I bid oo: 
welcome to my houſe in England. -—_ 

Sir Car. Well, Lady Arable, recollect that your 
_ wiſe, old, and very good friends adviſed you to. 
ow yourſelf and fortune under the protection of an 
_ huſband—T am entirely of their opinion; beſides _ 

waſting the charming bloom of life in lonely 
widowhood, your property requires an hearted 
ſolieitude to manage it—If on fight (as you pro- 
miſed your relations) you ſhou'd like my ſon well 


ee .nough to bleſs him with your fair hand- Oh, you 
”. will make me happy! I have never ſeen 2 


no more than you, my Lady, as twas my father 
ſent him abroad for education; but I expect you'll 
| foon behold i in my boy an accompliſhed * 8 


Enter Foorax. N 9 5 15 


. Sir, a young man inquires for you. 5 


Sir Car. . him N your permiſſion, 35 
Madam. CE. nnd r > 


{ * # : * , - " bt 4 > * - 8. 1 
\ D ' = ” 3 A 7 4 
* * * * = 

bub ; 3 . 


Lis 05 A Day. = 5 * 


Bae G Oh 33 a and Lady AS 
look with ſurpriſe and embarraſſment at each other. 


O' Don. Sir, in obedience to your commands 
Sir Car. Lady Arable, a boon. As you'll have 2 
a good deal of ſtewardſhip and ſettling your affairs 2 Mi 
with old Alibi your attorney, ſome employment 4 

may be found for this young man. Till I can do 
5 ſomething for him, you'll oblige me by taking 3 
bim under your protection: though he's a ſtranger, 
2 ſtake my fortune on his honeſty. OOO. 7 
Lat Ara. The very y young man'! Can' he for 7 
get me? He come to England 1 (aid. 5 4 
O Don. She's e to . me: bur 


5 : right (aan) = 


: \ Enter AO e SE 


1 Sir, Mr. O Donovan is a ban. | ; 4 
Sir Car. Goful. ) Hah! my ny ETA e 


Eur. Lanny Kavanaofl b, PEE 


1 'As 1 never had” the honout of in 
| my duty to a father, I preſuine, Sir, you, Ac— 
How! (furprized.). ; 
Sir Car. (ſurpr ized. ) Edward! this r 
Lady, my fon Hs paid his duty: to me before in . 
| * puff! 

Larry. I'm ſhock'd, Sir—with<-fuch. 1 „ 

Sir Car. Pray, can you fence, old Touchwobd E 2 4 
5 —_— Sir—I—I— Cle W 
alle . 7... 
O Dun. Sa. 2rothe 

= „ 


4 


1 


V 


„ 


* 
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Loy. Taſk pardon, Sir; but at the rſt tran- 


fient glance, I miſtook 7 for a—ſome me- 


chanic. 

Sir Car. Did you, faith Ah, ow at my firſt 
glance, I proteſt I miſtook you for a—gentleman 
So we were both miſtaken (mortified). Son, this 


| is Lady Arable, whom I ſo often mentioned in my 


letters (introduces them). 
Lady Ara. Sir, you are welcome.. a 
Sir Car. Edward, though your marriage with 
this Lady is rather to be hoped than expected, try 
if you can win her heart; for, Sir, the affection 
an amiable woman is the firſt ſupreme delight 
"hut can poſſeſs the ſoul of man.—With all the 
"ſhining, foreign education, a few home-ſpun do- 
cuments are wanting here (af de) —A few words, 
with you, Sir. 7 Exit. 
Larry. (looking at Lady ARABLE).” This ill 
life! no dem 1 it, the ſprighely Sophia or me (ade). 
Tol, lol, lol. Exit. 
Lach Ara. Pray, . how have you left our 
_ amiable friend? 
O' Don. Madam 
Lady Ara. Then you don't recaliett ever 1 
ig ſeen me in an agreeable party one evening? 
O Don. 1 hadn't a thought that the pleaſure of 
| that honor could be ſucceeded by the honor of 
this! I” 
Lady Ara. Excuſe me but do you know any 


[ Has of this Mr. O' Donovan? . 
+ of 


Ef 


O Don. Only, Madam, that he's e happic 


4 mankind. 9 


Lady Ara. Oh, if married to me 1 br 


obliging But 1 am apprehenſive, that where a 


e is the ck Jour FO * werk, 


4 


LIE OF A DAY. Pcs, 1b 1 


is not very extenſive. Devoted to 10 Muſes, 

v are, I preſume, only their humble admirer. 
O' Don. Madam, was there a Mule for every 
as and that ſtar like Lady 1 the odds 7 
would ſtill be in her WAGE 9 _ 


k * 
325 


8 . Enter Fin hap. 


Fil. Oh, Mat am | Ma' am! 
| [O'Donovan bows and exit. 
* Lots Ara. Well? ¶ Peeviſb.) 
Fib. Lord, that's a very handſome young man! 
| but they're all deceitful creatures! 
Lady Ara. I'm in no humour now=—_ 
_Fib, Ma'am, only think of Mr. O'Donovan's s 
pretending to his father that he will marry. you, 
and yet all the while going on with an underhand 
1 to carry off a young ny. in the N 
Lady Ara. Paying his addreſſes to another | 0. 
if I can but bring this to a proof, it will juſtifſy co 
Sir Carrol a refuſal that by m now. determined 
upon (de). PR 
Fil. Ay, and I can tell you more of his ſcan- 
dalous goings-on my Lady: 
Lady Ara. Sophia ee n 3 may. 


hear from her who my rival is But to * _ 


- this dear ſtranger as Sir Carrol re 2 Fo 
ſteward Metheglin's neglecting my affairs, a 


lanting about with this fine Iriſh belle that — WE: . | 
 . brought over, gives a colour for taking ſome of my 


papers out of his * . Metheglin to me, 
and fetch Fn a - FOR 9 


7 2 
„ 3 34 - | 
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Ente 8 and 1 | : 
Meth. Come in, I tell you, Mrs. Katty ; this 


Toom and furniture is worth your ſeeing above all 


the reſt. 


Katty. Yes, Mr. Metheglin; but if your Lay {7 


ſhould catch you bringing folks all about her 
houſe, I ſhou'd die with ſhame. Mn 


Meth. My Lady! ah, my dear, when ladies | 


have taſte, and butlers have—(conceitedly.) 


Katy. Certainly, Mr. Metheglin, you. are a 


| very comely man, to give the devil his due. 


Meth. My Lady's going to be married to an- 


ocher-—therefore—bonor.—If ſhe wasn't quite in 
love with me, ſhe'd have turned me out of the 


| houſe long ago, I'm grown ſo idle Cou'dn't part 


— 


with me, ſo took me over to Ireland wick her, 5 


; where! met you, my deareſt Katty! - 
Katy. But, Mr. Metheglin, as I bebe add one 
bad huſband already, the trifle I bring you, you 
mult ſertle upon me in caſe 1 ſhou d outlive you, 


| honey, 

Meth. I hope there's s no "fear of that, my 
ſweeteſt. 

Fib without). Mr. Methegli in! 4 * 


Mech. Do you cops : _ women won t clet me | 


* ty 3 i 2 | . 4 N "Wk f 4 . * i 


> Fin. Arles ; Tae a 


Bb. Pray come, my Lady wants you. 


- Meth. Oh this jealouſy !—So here my day. pe” 
i, « Sit with me my comfort and my Lady 
" ſends word that ſhe wants me. If we're ordinary, 

' were ugly fellows; if beautiful, we are cruel ſouls 


1 barbarous ee from the _ > 
— 


* a x 


3 1 or A Dar. 


2 the EIT IPO to the maids in the gareet, they 
f dun about us like flies round a ere 2 

_ #ib. My Lady ſent me to 

* Meth. Yes, your Lady ſent you to 1 Lb 

= to my Lady, and ſo return the compliment. 0 
- - Fib. Ah, if you go on this way, you'll get che 
wrong ſide of the door. 
Meth. The ſide of the door, Madam Fib 3 
| — here's my thanks for not telling when 1 caught 
you daubing my Lady's tooth- — on out 
cheeks, and cribbing her imperial te. 

Fib. Upon my word, you take an immense 
many airs upon you ſince you have brought over 
your bog-trotter. Ha, ha, ha! [Exits - 
Katiy, Bog- trotter ! only flop wan Mrs. 
Minikin, and I'll give you a mighty handſome flap” 
on the forehead. 

Meth. She wou dn t ſtop, Katy, if. you'd even 
give her s 

Katty. Bog- trotter, indeed | I'll foon ſhew the. ; 
proudeſt of them all—Oh, ſtay till they ſee 387 ſon 

Larry maſter of Sir Carrol's eſtate! - | 

Meth. A ſon of yours maſter of Sir Carrol O Do- 
novan' s eftate! _ 

Katty. Since you and I arc fo fon ro be one, 
you ſhall know all about it I Il ſoon bew * 
who I am, and who my ſon Larry is. 

Metb. Who is he pray ? 2 

Kathy. Tou all chink 1 I wy nurſed this fine young. 

_ gentleman that arrived an hour ago, hs ls my 


den child. 3 


Meth. Yours! the devil bait” 1 
Katy. Mine. Sir | Carrol making a” . 
match, ghis father on hearing it ſent him — 4 
and the poor young lady his wife lying: in "Ca 
at = _ died in ene ſo fait 
. 5 | 


ſort. 


1 N rr 
r = e- Ser 
- * 
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5 * , 
£ * * 
7 5 OY ar . 
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What the device, have you fallen pen ? how 
bs voking ! Aircourt ! 


////%%ĩ750l 
huſband, (poor man,) who was a little bit be. a 


lawyer, made me ſend our own infant to the 


grandpapa igſtead of Sir Carrol's baby, and by 


this my ſon Lawrence is bred up like a fine gen- 
tleman, and tother poor fellow was placed at the 


college of Dublin as a ſizer, or ne of that | 


Meth. How! ſhall I. be ali of Sir Carol's 
great eſtate ? | ſee, Katty, if I don't manage it 
tightly for him. Steward, agent, and bailiff en- 


courage him to run out lend him his own money 


— borrow myſelf of everybody get into Parlia- 


ment, and—(/uddenly claps bis band to bis mouth) 
Lord a mercy | what was 1 e to On 8 


(an., 


— 


SCENE u. Alis 8 Office 8 


Enter Sore I a—ſpeaks at centre Door. 


| Sophia. Mr. Sircvort ! ! my guardian” 8 gone out. 
Airc. ( within.) But how ſhall I get out? 
Sopbia. What a malicious old creature to lock 
0 in. Can't you puſh back the lock! - 
Airc. 1 have already broke his rl at- 


tempting it. 


Sephia. Try my ſciſſars ( puts them under the - 
door J. There, take them Lord! mai! try. 


Rn 


i ” F - 
7 . 
* « 


Euter Amcouzr at the fade aha arc” 


Ah! you re a pretty r, on t you. 
9 75 100 1 8 8885 1 
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Mins: What, to cut love or to kill the lion, my. 
Thiſbe! e 1 


Sophia. Ah! 458 the deuce did you get ther 5 
Arc. Popped out of the back window—perched 
upon à cucumber frame—hopped- rags kin nd 
here I am your own-poor Robin! 

Sophia. Ah, «„ You fooliſh fluttering ang 
(Op * ec Sweet e feet TO 3 "OM 


__ 


: „ 
- 5 | 
| 4; f ; vera EE — A 
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oo 4 - 4 . 3 5 | 


Alibi. New do 1 ſuſpedt this Robin to be a ca- 
nary (Ga. 
. "ſeeing Ati.) The old 2 but _ 
me (apart). Yes, Miſs, I think I could. teach 
you to play at cribbage after dinner, for I was 
counted a dab at it in our parte. 

Sophia. Thank you, Robin. 

Alibi. Now this muſt be Robin Goodfellow! * 
has whipped through the key-hole. I won't ſeem * 


to know he's gat out, only to try, how he'll carry it 


off (a/ide—unlocks the door and calls). Well, 
41 have you e that 4 Tome here my 


een aol by him i in at ; the dro * adn 


. = Panty returns.) A . „ 5 5 
Sopbia. Ha, ha, ba! 33 Is 7 
Alibi. Eh! that's one way of coming-aut... „ 


* 


Airc. The Yorkſhire way; whenever we'd. .come x _—_ 


out of a room, we always go. in firſt, * 
Alibi. Vour hand, you'll make a damned good 
lawyer! But I left A in that room, and 1 locked. 
the door. 

. Tes, sir, bot you di! t lock the 1 
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8 . I or A DAY. 
Alibi. He'll do. A queer beginning though ! 


no doing without application, my friend! I ſet you 


about an affair of conſequence within there, and I 
' find you o_ my ward without here. 907 
"Sophia. O, my poor guardian! ſo when you 
thought you had Robin in crib, here was he teach- 
ing me to play cribbage—He, he, A 5 
Aibi. How dare you quit your ſtation? 
Airc. Oh, Sir, I thought it was dinner- time. 
Alibi. No danger from this fellow—I never 
heard or read of a lover that was hungry (ade). 
Airc. Sir, I'd have you take care of one Air- 
court, her head runs on — but him—be'l 
certainly carry her off. 
Sophia. Oh, that nothing may hinder him! 
Alibi. Yes, but ſomething ſhall hinder: bim my 
wit, my. vigilance ſhall. 5 
Airc. But what's your wit to 4 young fellow 


8 . vith ſtrength in his arm and the devil in his head? 


Alibi. What do you mean—to talk ſo, boy? 2 
Sophia. Guardian! in ſpite of all your art and 
cunning, if my Aircourt, inſpired by love and ſu- 
perior wit, had by an ingenuity of * got in 

1 what would you do? 

Airc. Aye, Sir, what would you do? _ WT 
Sephia. Cou'dn't he puſh - little feeble old 
quizby like you down into a—chair : | 

Alibi, How, pray? 4 

Sophia. Shew him how, Robin „ 
Airc. Why, there (ſhoves bim into @ wo 
Alibi. Well, now what would he do then? 

. Airc. Why he'd carry the girl off: 
Alibi. If theſe are your notions, your friends did 


well-to have you. larn the laa” if only to ſave you . 


from being hanged ſome time or other! A good 


| occaſion * to Ton him his firſt gy (afide),— 
"Op Sur 


un or A Dar. 5 5 5 2 


Well, honeſt Robin, you. ſuppoſe. it 2 very 1 
pleaſant thing for a young fellow. to run away with, 
a lady from her guardian? 2 
Aire. Quite eaſy, and vaſtly pie st mayhan. - Fe 
Alibi." Then I'll ſhew you, how for ſuch a ple- 
ſant trick, you may hop and dance too.  Sophy,, | 
hand me down that Coke yonder. . * 


Aire. Stop, Miſs, I'm taller nor 50 (belping _ 


1 the book falls). | 
Airc, Why, you dog, do you want to kill. the 5 

girl? . 1 
Sopbia. Yes, he's quite. a killing creature. F 


Alibi. Now, my boy, I've ſomething here Eq 2 


der my thumb, that will open your eyes to * 
_ of breaking the laws of your country! 
Sophia, But a true lover deſpiſes law and 4 | 
Alibi. Deſpiſe law ! that's a decent word our of 
your mouth, Miſs, before my; pupil (apart). 
Now, Robin, for argument's ſake, we'll ſup | 
that this young lady has 30,000/.—l don't ſay ſhe 
has, only putting a caſe—and here I am ber 
guardian; and we'll lay, ſtill for eee * 5 
| = are Aircourt, „ = 
Sopbia. Aye, you are my Arche. 5 Va, 1 
Arc. And you my Sophia; and there ſits. your 
gentle old quiaby with Lord E088: undder his | 
thumb. 1 
Alibi. Now, Robinol beg. your panda Mr. 1 
Aircourt only juſt take that lady out of that door, 
and if you can read I'll after that ſhew you a fe- 
lines here that will convince you what. a epa a 
hobble one of us will be in. 5 


Airc. But let's 3 I'm to 1 ES 5 


believe to run away with Jy. N we're to ary ls 
TGT ORs nk _—- 


>; F at 
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8 Un or A DAY. E 
Alibi. What a ſtupid—he, he,  he!—Sophy, 
| carry it on with him. . 
© Sophy. Me 80 out wich him! Silly! indeed > 
ſhan'r. 
_* Alibi. Why, you perverſe girl! muſtn't I give 
the lad ſome inſight of the profeſſion ſince I've 
- touched his money ? and no conviction like ex- 
ample— do it (apart). Take Sophy away. 
Airc. 1 woll, I woll. But, Sir, if Aircourt 
even had carried off Miſs in the manner I'm going 
to do, nobody would believe it—its ſo comical—he, 
he, he rhea only think it the Lie of the 
„ 


Alibi. Aye, Robin! the « Lie of the Day!”— 


There, : 
Aire, Wen then, 28255 bye till we ſee you 
1 [ Exit whiſtling with SophIA. 
Alibi. Ha, ha, ha! Oh, you ignoramus ! the 


fool little thinks that a man can't even run away _ 


with his own wife without being puniſhed for it.— 
Now, where is the chapter?—don'tcome in yet—T'll 
ſhew him that he may get hanged for what he now 
whiſtles at Oh, here it is—Robin!—Sophy!— 
Come, don't ſtand grinning out there at each other— 
Robin ! Zounds! come in (Goes to door). Eh! 
the door bolted !—Treachery ! Sophy !—Mur-. 
der!—I'm robbed—Plague of Lord Coke—I'm 
nonſuited—that villain N ol Pros—Oh ! damn 
Foun! 1 


3 
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| Enter Sdvark \ baftiy, * * 


5 My dear Aircourt! make haſte 3 get = | 
a good Fa and fine horſes By this my guar- 
dian's in a 1 fury—Heighs! Eh! Tv art that 
Lady Arable? (calls.) Dear! I'm like a poor bird -F 
| Juff got looſe, can keires DO wed own HA” | 5 
De 8. f 5 1 N n 


* 


Euler Lady A 


"Tab ua: Sophia! what can have brought: you - 
to ſuch a houſe as this? 1 could ſcarce e it — 
was YOU: +. „ E 4 
Sophia, O, Lady Arable ! I've chow the e maddeſt. ' 
thing—I've eloped from my guardy. I 2 
Tach Ara. * but with Who, and what, 
and how? —_ 


\ Sophia. As to your who, it is with Mr. Aic-. | 
court; your how, he came and got me off diſ- Ml 
guiſed like a Yorkſhire clerk „ the what, wel TS. = 

married directly. — 
_ Lady Ara. Diſguiſed like a clerk! the oth cir- 12 
cumſtance Fib told me! Are you ſure your lover's 
name is—W hat do you call him ? - PE 
- Sophia. Aircourt. 
Tad Ara. Don't be dpi, my det if 1 4 
_ aſſure you that your very Mr. Aircourt is no other 5 4 
than my Mr. O' Donovan, that was to have been = 
married to me directly. 0 Be 

Sophia, Dear Lady Arable, how can luck a ding 

come into your head? 


Lach Ara. Wasn't his leuer of incrodudtion from: | 85 
A a Mr. * Pros? 5 i 
Men WV , . 
„ N „ 2 
„ 75 . a 4 : 1 5 2 2 Oe a 2 
Hog 5 8 ah 
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” 
Sophia, The very ſame. | 
Lady Ara. Believe me it's beyond a doubt ; yet 


when you beckoned me I hadn't an idea that you | 


were my triumphant rival, ha, ha, ha! 


_ Sophia. No, but ſerioully, can this be true? 
Lady Ara. Moſt indubitable !—Fib got the 


| whole Mair from Povot his valet, ha, ha, ha! 


Sophia, Nay, but don't laugh at me, Lally 


Arable, for I'm exceedingly hurt. 
Lady Ara. Pray, what introduction? how came 


you acquainted { ET. 
Sophia. Mere accident; at the PH maſter's. 


ball at the London ravern—happened to be my 


rtner * 


Lady Ara. Yes; his man told Fib that he had 
been dancing about London under a fictitious 
name, and his father Sir Carrol thinks he 1 is Juſt. ” 


arrived from Paris. | 
Sophia. Oh, he's one of the moſt diflembling, 


crvelleſt—(eries.) 
N Axa. I requeſt my dear Sophia won't ima- | 


e that I made the diſcovery out of jealouſy, envy, 


cr ay other Pretty little female principle of good : 


nature. 5 
Sopbia. Vl never ſee him more 1 Git 1 


wi to hate him (cries.) Cruel Aircourt! he's f 


gone for a chaiſe—but let him go by himſelf for a 
traitor— I II go directly back to my priſon—Pm ſo. 
vexed! 5 [Exit erying. 

| Lady Ara. Vil meet Mr. O'Donovan and "RR 
crnvitiion to his face. . 

Air. (without.) Come, my love! the chaiſe is 
ready. ( Eners. ) 

Lady Ara. I'm glad to bart it, Sir (une) Sir, De tn 
I beg ten thouſand N Leakage * 


7 & 


Hire. And1, Madam, expected another ny: 
Lady Ara. Pray, Sir, is your name Aireourt? 
Airc. At your ſervice, Madam. 


1m or A Dar. 1 . 


Lady Ara. O! what an egregious blunder have . 


T made ! my poor Sophia! Sir, I can't wait now 


for an explanation—As I was the cauſe, though in- 
nocently, of your loſing the lady, you thall come 
mand every effort of mine to regain her. E. 

Air. What magic could have cansformed Sophia | 


to Lady Arable ?—Here comes this ns. . 


ue Lane Kavransen. 


| Larry. Aircourt, I've been affronted ſo Th Lady | 


Arable—Do you know that ſhe * at > 
moment as I paſſed her? YL 

Are. Nobk | 

Larry. She did 6 of: ad; at me! 


mn me, PII give her up—with all her , | 


and fortune ſhe is only a widow! . 


Airc. Aye, a ſecond-hand. wife. You! re a fine | 
fellow, O' Donovan, and ſhould have ainew one. 
Larry. I will-I'll make formal propoſals: ſor 


Sophia. I had the ſweeteſt ſmile from her window 
: Juſt now. 


Airc. Gone home? (.) Was ever ſuch a 5 


little twirlabout tee-to-tum, _ 
Tarm. I have ſent my man to Alibi's s to requeſt | 
an interview but, Aircourt, you told me yen were 
on a love ſcheme here? What 1 I er 
your girl? 
Airc. 1 don't know 0 peovidby.. 
5 Don't know! don't ite * CY bat, 
ce it, you've a puppy rival in the wax. 
Arc, I have, and a damned troubleſome pup; 


be ig—Juſt as $ you intend to Sophia, I am told het, 4 
. „ 


21 
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de ſigns to make propoſals for my. miſtreſs to her 
guardian. 
Larry. But what objection: has this guardian 10 
ou? | 
7 Airc. Why, 1 don” t know: ſome buf body: 
| has been chatrering that I wrote a ſong upon him, 
or intended to have him caricatured in the print- 
ſhops; the thing above all others ic ſeems he's moſt 
afraid of. | 
Larry. Gad! I have W an anonymous 
line to the guardian, that a moſt notorious hummer 
has laid a plan to come as a ſuitor to his ward, but 
his real purpoſe to get his perſon and manner fof a 
caricature print or ſong] to turn him into ridi- 
cule; and if he is ſuch an unique he'll take the 
alarm at once—1 warrant your rival trundled out 
of the houſe without a hearing, ha, „„ 
« Arc. And ſo, O Donovan, this is Fo com- Bo 
fortable advice ? : 
Tarp. I only wiſh I lad: a rival wich my Seni eh. 
that I might put the joke in n Win 8 
3 curſed fooliſh figure he'd cut! © 5 
Arc. You really think he would? _ _ 185 
TL.arr. Oh, by Heaven! it would be the higheſt | 
| ; —oply do try it. „„ 
Airc. Well, perhaps I may—You' ve ſent. your „„ 
man you ſay to Alibi? | 
Larry. Les, and in three minutes time 1 ſhall 
1 by there myſelf and make propoſals. . But never 
mind me, Aircourt; do ſend the letter to your old 
lad; you may ſign yourſelf © unknown friend,” or 
Q. in the corner —ha, ha, ha! will make. a 


ſcreeching laugh. | 
e e 1 think it will—Il try it W 1 
N * TR 
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_ Sophia. Don't mention dow; ;'1 hate him now ac 
much as ever I loved him. em 
Alibi. I thought you'd repent of your fondneſs 

for your charming Aircour. 6. 


Sephia. Do now let's hear no more 4 him; and 
upon my honour I won't run away again. 
Alibi. Pon my honour, I don't think you wilt 54 
my little Soph! if a wiſe brain, brick wall, ſtrong | 
bolt, and double lock can prevent it. 5 
| Sophia. Ah, guardian, if a woman's mind is ſet 
, upon a young f > YO with a true heart, handſome - 
face, and elegant perſon, your wall 's a cobweb — bolt; 
ſtraw lock, pie cruſt - and your brain, ſyllabub ! 
Alibi, Don t tell me of cobweb . pie cruſts !— 3 
Tou ſhall find me a Spider, Maw. Lady-bj rd C. oy LE 
on "Bis goon and cap). 95 = 
Sophia. Oh that Jamebody 1 was to ſer you, ha, haz 
ha! Id have you taken off juſt as you are nom. 
Alibi. Take me off ! If they gibbet me in theie 
print ſhops. I'll bring my action for a libel] thei e 
windows are a nuiſance, exhibitions of ſcandal and _ 
indecency, to block up the TONY __ E ot 
dar for ee 23 „ . 


a ho i e 5 
: # 4 * 1 + 


es | 7 Lazzy. Kavanach. | To 
| Larry. Mr. Alibi—Ma'am, | vo woe! _ 
- 8 by heaven! (Aude) 11 5 ah, Hs „ 


Alibi. Sir! 
Sophia. This Chelſea fop to plague m me! 1 te.) 
Larry, I have taken the liberty to wait upon 


vou in hopes that 5 addreſſes to this lady may | 
OI no; | | , prove 


* 
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prove agreeable to her tender inclination and your | 
ge opinion (bows). 
Alibi. Why, Sir, as to the tendernefs of that : 
lady s inclinations, that's a matter with me of juſt 
| about three halfpence (mimicking Lazzy)., 
7 Sophia, And, Sir, the ſagacity of that gentle- 
man s opinion with me juſkt—about—a penny far- 
thing under that ſum (-imicking Ai). 
Larry. As ] have totally forgot the multiplication 
table, Gad curſe me! if I can ſtrike a balance upon 
this buſineſs—But, Sir, I love, and will marry 
n that's my ſum total. 


Enter Bor. | 
dd (giving Letter, to ALIBI).. A man left that 
- for you, Sir. LG 
+ Wy © ARTE 4nd Sora walt 1.) 


Aubi reads). An unknown friend warns 
40 againſt a deſign to turn you into ridicule b cari= - 
c caturing you for the print-ſhops ; the perſon is a 
et noted hummer, and introduced himſelf to you at 
4 Chelſea.” —Chelſea! the very fellow! (reads)—- 
« And to finiſh his outre picture, he's to obtain an 
« interview as a man of fortune in love with your 
« ward Miſs. Sophia !'—Oh, oh, my friend !— - 
« Take this hint, from yours—Q. i in the Corner.” 

(Puts the Letter up and _— bis 9 2 P to 
LaRRy.) 
Well, look! have you got a likenels? | 4 Eh 
Larry. Eh! 9 
Hibs, T'vea ſtriking phiz, an't I? 


Larry. You have a very good'phiz indeed, Sir. R 
Alibi. But when I've the pipe | 


Lorry. * the * has he * at now 2 


* 4 


- 
- 2 N 
” - we Ef 
a bs 1 * — 
* f * * F J 
3.3 - 
*_ x « 
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"th ” The tune of the ballad I ſuppoſe will be 
| boy wow!—or, ſtop—Derry down 's a good tune. 
'Larry. Sir, 1 don t know what you mean by 
i 4 downs. 
Alibi. Don't you? then I'll ſpeak. plainer— ; 
there's the ſtairs, and pray, Sir, do you walk 
| down, down, down derry, derry down! ( 5 
Sophia. Ha, ha, ha! this is the very thing I 
was wiſhing for—l gueſs how it is—ha, ha, bat 
_ + Larry. The laugh is againft 2 
dam'me if I can tell who, _ 5 
Sophia. There, Sir, you ſee the attorney ts ads _ 
vantage. Guardian, make a face for the gentleman. we 
Alibi. Ma'am, do you ſtep in ( puts SOPATA 1) 2 
and, Sir, do you ſtep out. 
Tarry. Sir, I'm a perſon of rank and conſe- 
quence, and muſt defire—. | 
Alibi. And I deſire you'll pack up your cotiſe- . 
' quence, be your own "Ps and Cry it out of 
my houſe. 5 4 
1 (without). Are you above Maſter 4 
ibĩ ? « 
: Larry. Oh, Lady Arable 8 butler; 5 can 9 4 
you: that I'm a perſon of faſhion. _ 2 


Exnter Meruror ix. 1 „ 
104. Ah! what are you here Larry —6˙4 — 
I forgot, 5 
: AR. So then, Loon! you” re a-man of faſhion? — 
Larry. Fellow! I'll ſee if your lady authorizes 
this inſdlente” to her gueſts; and as for you, II.. 
| carry your. ward by all the powers of love and a 

CO. Exit. 

Alibi. A gooſe quill for your Aratagecii mn 
the fehlow]! Did you ever ſee. fuck 4 PO: - 
Who is he, * EW ak . 2 
8 . Fs | Meth, + 


— . ̃] Qu k a - 


; | 
| 
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| 
| 
| Meth. Can t reveal that without | my vife's 
| 4 leave. 
1 Alibi. Wife! Zounds ! you hay” n 't married her 
8 7 
= -; Meth. No. 

3 Alibi. Where is ſhe? 


Meth. So eager to have her little penny rele 
upon her before our marriage, that ſhe would come 
with me—ſhe 's in the next room. 

Kathy (without). Mr. Metheglin ! 

Alibi. Her very voice! It 'is my dear wiſe! 
Cal. de.) Has ſhe much money ? = 

Meth, A power! 

Alibi. 1 feel all my conjugal tenderneſs revive. 
Metheglin reach the ink-ſtand off the deſk yonder. 

Meth. She's a jolly body! be civil to her—the 
pen and ink, ay, ay! [ Exit. 

Alibi, It is ſne - I gave her time to roll; and the 
prudent creature in purſe : and perſon. has gathered 
like a ſnow-ball, 


„„ Tot, ms; Enter KArrrv. 


Kathy. Pray, Mr. Counſellor, do you Khor 5 


much of this huſband I am going to marry ? 
Alibi. 1 know a huſband you did marry (with 


, 


Katty. And i is it! are you alive, my Bryan! _ 


E .. own honey ? 
2 | Alibi, Kate! "Hor, O0 my Catherine! * 


Ef "1 e 8 with , Ink Band. 


are two, I believe · you're an honeſt man. 


=. 4% . 
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3 Mr. Metheglin, though now you and [ | 


| Alibi. Mr. Metheglin, your wife turns out to be 
$4256 .imy wite! e 3 e and KATTY. 
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Meth. Is the world at an end? am 1 my Calf oi 
Quit me in half a minute for this big little villain! 


becauſe he has money — for this falſe woman to re- 
ject my lady —I'M— I'll lay my heart at her, feet 


and make her happy !—Yes, I'll go to the 455 
room !—No—firſt to the wine cellar 1—Gry 


Katty ! | barbarous—hem Fes 2 


| SCENE—Oujde of the To 2 


Enter Alcoa and Lankr nn 


Air. Ha, ha, ha! Pk trundled 708 down 
without a hearing? 

Larry. Gad! as. you ſay, cles me down 
without a hearing; but held up his phiz as he called 
it, and in the moſt rude and ill bred manner fairly 
bas ng,” and bow-wow'd me out of his houſe. 

Airc, Well ſaid, Q. f in the corner (ade). 

Larry. And yet in my vexation I can ſcarce he 
D through Alibi's hall in 
my fury, who ſhould 1 ſee fitting in the parlour 
very ſtately, but my Iriſh nurſe. Prompted by ct cu- 
rioſity and another peep at Sophy 

Airc. Sophy ! well! 3 

Larry. 1 popped into the adjoining room and 
on ſhe's Alibi's wife! and old petti- 


fog is in horrid dread of a moſt tremendous Iriſh - | 


admirer, who paid his addreſſes on the F 
of her being a rich widow. 
Airc. Ay, well! 


Larry. Alibi fears he'll follow her Sink Ireland 
and cut his throat, ha, ha, ha! he is called 9 


tain Kilmeinham O'Squramough! 


ire. Pſha! Damn op grinning, lets heats. --- NR 


EN. | 
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Larry . Why this hero is really it ſeems a devil 


of a . fellow —has been in the German ſer- 


vice, and in ſome of the moſt dangerous on of 
the Turkiſh frontiers. = 

Airc. Alibi in dread of this formidable W iber. 
nian Hector]! this may prove a coup- de- main 
(ab. 

Larry. But, Aircourt, about your miſtreſs What 
. you done with your fool of a rival ? | 

Airc. As great a fool as ever—he has been juſt 
now communicating a circumſtance to me that I 


hope will put it into my power to Jockey him once 


for all, ha, ha, ha! 55 
Larry. Why, what a curſed blockhead 85 he 


be, to 4 yon of all men his confidante. 


Airc. A curſed blockhead ! 

Larry. Jockey him. 

Airc. I will—ha, ha, ha! 

Larry. But you promis'd to aflift me in getting 


+ Sophia out. 


Airc. If I don't get her out may I be wel, 


2 bye! when next we meet, you fhall hear 
ſomething of your girl that will aſtoniſh you, L 


Larry. Thankye—Adicu ! 
Airc. T'll about * my 8 jockey him, ha, 


47 * ba! Lau. 


THE END or THE $ECOND ACT. - 
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SCENE Laid Room at Lady date., 55 


Enter Mraz with wine, 


1 
F Katy But let her go ———— 
deed the black gentleman has got her already— 
Ab, for— (Alls and drinks) ſweet revenge I cdu dd 
y quaff aquafortis — My lovely miſtreſs, Lady Ara - 
ble, I'm now all yours—IL'Il return your ſmiles 
with ogles, your leers with kiſſes, your money 
with myſelf. But Sir Carrol ſeems ſo bent 
his ſon's marrying her How to ward that! If I 
diſcover to Sir Carrol that Larry's not his 88 | 
But Katty told me that under the ſeal of ſecreſy + 
Honor—honor—honor ! 'As I'm ſure of my Lady's 
heart, what if 1 ſtart this young ſtranger at her 
; Sir Carrol perceives it; his proud Iriſn blood is 
up, and he commands his fon to think no more of 
her. In ſteps. I, and all 's my own. 1 ; 
aro. Klip voy, ies Ld ©, > .. » cope 


2 


2 f 4 
2 
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40 5 . LIE OF A DAY, 


Enter Young O'Donovan with papers in bis 
. hand. 


1 ve a ſecret for you: take a drop out of the bot- 
tom of that glaſs. 

O' Don. I thank you; but you ſee I'm in a 
| hurry (going). 

Meth, Stop—A falſe woman's worſe than—an 
empty glaſs— Adieu to the cellar delights !”— 
As I've made up my mind to marry my miſtreſs, 
I muſt hire a butler of my own. 

O' Don. You marry your Lady ! ! Very good 1n- 
deed, ha, ha, ha! Pray, isn't the match con- 
cluded between Lady Arable and Mr. O*Donavan? 

Meth. Yes; it's at an end, if that 's a conclu-' 
ſion (Sell rings) — Aye, pull away now, my Lady; 
but preſently, when I'm your lord and maſter, 
I'll teach you to knock wy bells. about in that 
manner. 

O' Dan, If 12 Arable's refuſal of Sir Catrol's 
ifon i is true, though I cou'dn't rejoice at her union 
with O'Donovan, yet I moſt ſenſibly feel at every 


cauſe of uneaſineſs to his worthy father (ade). 


Metb. It's not birth; beauty is the mark woinen 


look at — it is not pedigree—not for the root, but 
the fruit of the tree their mouths water. Lady 


Arable has ent an N * e g two __ 


me (aſide). | 5 1 
O Dan. . L 5 


- Meth. Fib told me wha! ber Ladyſhip fare this 


4 moroing you were the ere man in the houſe— 
except me (a,). III bring yo together you 


Hall jink. LacryeraFem:? 1 1 mean, n, O Do- 


O' Don. But, Metheglin, uſt ne now you 1 60. 


5 ng, to mm . min in. ha, 1. . . 
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Meth. Never mind—PIl tell her how uk lore. | 


1 
O' Don. Clarprized . 1 Me! 1 dou? low" 


Did I ever tell you any fuch thing ? Lady Arable 


loſe a thought upon me!—Tf I cou'd think it 
poſſible, ſooner than diſtreſs the worthy: Sir Carrol, 
by being the cauſe that ſhe rejects his ſon, I'd quit 


the hone immediately (ide). LE 2 1. | 


| Meth. Go to her, go, go. bor: | 
- __ ©. (Puſhes O'Donovan if Wer” hat 
Now Foe prim'd him with loye, 2 Md calling 
ſoft: then II ſend Sir Carrol in upon them; but 
if the beagle. ſhou'd jink me in this affair (Sell 
rings) There, ſhe can't do without Metheglin! 
How do I look? (looks in a glaſs.) That glaſs of 


red mantles in my cheek and ſparkles in my eye— 
Smile, you monkey! (grimaces.) The other cor- 

_ ner—the other eye—Oh, bravo! I'll put on my 
wedding clothes, white fring'd gloves, bag wig, 
and clap my head in a new brigadier—then have 


at her noble countenance—1 Il go to Alibi's, and 
ſee that the marriage articles are drawn up Soon 
ſhall I be lord of all her houſes, conſuls, ho gſheads, 


| e mi menden PINE; and puacheons. . 


UE LE. 
(445 | Enn SorhIA 3 „ 
a Fuba 1 Arable? e (alla) Where: can Fs 
he be? 4 . | 3 


F ib, a 8 your Lady ; "i 

Fib. Pm looking fs "Bf Ma' am- The ne 1 
has brought home her picture—1 believe twas in- 
tended for Sir Carrol to > give to Mr. O'Donovan. . 
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' Sophia, What, the faſhy fool that's teazing me? 


: (opens the caſe,) Dear! its very like Lady Arable 
'. Oh! here ſhe is—Fib, go; 1 want to conſult 


your Lady about my Jove-affairs. - 

Fib. Ah, my poor. * I _ has love- 
_— of her on "NO 
y Hater Lady AzaBLe. | 


Lady Ara. Sophia why, you fly in da out like 
2 bird from the neſt! 
Sophia. Lord, my guardian has got a new wife 
— She let me eſcape—T told her I knew where 
there was real genuine Iriſh ſnuff to be ſold, and 
that I'd go and buy her ſome—But, dear, it wou d 
be very wicked in me to ſet the poor old ſoul 


| ſneezing, he, he, he!—Lady Arable, I came to 
aſk about Aircourt—l ſuppoſe you think me very 


forward ? 


dn te blamelas curfilves be- 
fore we cenſure others—But, Sophia, you found I 
was wrong; that your Aircourt and Mr. O Donovan 


' are diſtin& perſons. - _, 12 


” 
. 
2. tk. wy 6 


Sophia. Yes, yes; oh, ſuch a wh as Aircourt 


ſerved him, ha, ha! But yet I fear my lover, from 


thinking himſelf ſure of my heart, will grow care- 


'*  leſs—lIf I cou'd but make him jealous —He deſpiſes 


his preſent- rival too much for that—Lord, Lady 
Arable, if that handſome young)! man you've here 


would walk before my windows, ſighing and kiſſing | 
his handkerchief, it wou'd be Ta, | 
court—Oh, he'd whip me of to Gretna reen 
at once. 


a ſpur to Air- 


Lady Ara. But, Sophia, pen if that hd. 
ited rag man a not ** wit eee 


8 = 198 ; Spb | 
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- Sophia. You're in love with him; I. * it in 
pu ws pub never mind his being poor - 
ave him, and we'll all four run away together. 
Lady Ara. Though I flatter myſelf he's touch'd 
with mutual tenderneſs, yet the diſparity” of our 
ſituation can't ſuffer him to diſcloſe it. 
Sophia. O the fate of us poor women ! We muſt 
walk round about the dear object, and, like a 
troubled ghoſt, never ſpeak till we're ſpoken to; 
whilft the men can ſpout away—* Oh, never, my 
te moſt adorable creature! .' die for you!“ 

% My angel!“ “ I languiſh!”'——*Pon'my ho- 5 
10 i « My love!“ — “ Oh! oh!” (mimicks.) 
Lady Ara. Ha, ha, ha! As you fay, Sophia, 

it never can come from me, therefore we muſt 
both pine in thought. 
Sophia. It fþ AF Gans from you enn Je 
a friend to my ping and I'll be a friend to yours, 
he, he, he !—Lady Arable, ſince you're out of all 
Hope with this young man, tell him I have a pen- 
_ chant for him—it will make Aircourt fo jealous. _ 
Lady Ara. Well, Sophia, I will—it may at 
leaſt be a trial how his heart is really affected to- - 
wards myſelf, _ - 
Sophia. Lady Arable, ſhew bim this; it' 5 my 
Picture (gives tt). © 
(Lady ARABLR Loing to open it, Sora pre- 
„, 
Lord, you've ſeen it a thouſand times. Tell kim "if 
that's a ſtrong likeneſs of a lady 5 1 him. 
Here he e now !. 225 1 * 
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Fate O0 Donovan, | 


a 0 Don. Madam, as Sir Cal defred, 1 bee 
j looked over . _—_— 
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Lady "0% Well, well.—I'm cs; Sir, with 
a < kind of commiſſion—You'll not be very 
ſurprized; for theſe things are more common than 
they ſhould be—There is a certain lady who, if 
your heart is quite diſengaged, is inclin'd to en- 
tertain ſome ideas in your favour. 
O' Don. Madam (/urprized and hurt.) 
Lady Ara. The lady is a very particular friend of 
mine, and will have a very ample fortune. Now, 
if that and Sophia's pretty features captivate M 


N my ſilly hopes! (Aſ/ide.) 


O' Den. Your Ladyſhip is inclin'd to amuſe 
yourſelf at the expence of my vanity. 

Lady Ara. I aſſure you ſhe is not a mean con- 
queſt—You may judge of her charms from this, 
her picture; with which, to ſpare her the indelicacy 
of a declaration, ſhe deſired me to preſent you 
e the picture). 

O' Don. (opens it indiferently.) How ! ( ur- 
prized.) Impoſſible! Oh, Lady Arable! my heart, 
while I confeſs it ſenſibly awake to each perfection, 
- Never harboured a thought of the divine original 
(Ae. 8 

Lady Ara. Then he knows Sophia! Her money 
muſt have been his firſt attraction, and. doubtleſs 
brought him to This EPO: — Divine! 
(walks angry.) 

O'Don. She's offended—Firſt try, and then 


puniſh my preſumption ! Cruel of you, Madam, 
to betray me into a confeſſion that before 1 could 
make, Fd have periſh'd—Pardon, my audacity—lI 


return you your picture, and relinquiſh every hope 
I can never ſhew my face again to you—or my 
beneſactor Heaven hind e is full! 
Adieu, moſt honored] 810 1 — 


Im o 4 pay. | 8 ; 4 | 


1 Ara. ( hooks at iber) Heavens !. 13 my 
own picture! What a prank has Sophia play d 
me — What muſt he think of me? And I to wrong 
his purity by my doubts — Yes, I have < blaſ-' 
* phemed the god of my idolatry —but was 1 . 
quite. certain that he entertain'd one tender thought 
for me, for the firſt time in my life I'd 1 at 
being be born to a Ine. fortune. 9 | 


af : 


SCENE. IL e-raf Halt -onith.; td De, at 
3 „ Arm Vine and Tea. 7 %% > 


Enter Karrr. 1 bY 


3 Lord, what a fool was I to let that ad | 
creature go out and buy me ſnuff, and it already 
to cauſe a quarrel between. me and my little old 2 
huſband—He ' ſaid, „the devil's in your noſe; 2? 
« Katty, and that s what he ſaid, ure enough, - 

Alibi e Go in, 1 | 7 4 


As: * 


. * * HOY 1 
A. 5 S 


Enter BN oY Sorna, 


She run out to buy ſmuff, indeed! And hai 1 
find her walking about the palace gardens — wo 
Zounds! I never knew they ſold ſnuff in r the pe-" "2 
lace gardens. | _ 
Sophia Let me peep at this letter the man ſlipt 
me I'm fure he was a waiter at the als, e, #). 
It i is from my dear Aircourt, _ _ e 
. . But, my pretty ſoul, where's the Init = 
nu | E 
' Sophia. Get along, you old Cond (net letter). DG 
Alibi. Running about after your has made me ſo 
Lk — 1 4 La. - i 
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neſs to force i into any | man's houſe. 


46 I Lig OF A DAY. 
- Oh, Sophy ! Oh, Katty! here had 1 raed; after 


all my turmoils to enjoy the ſnug-chimney corner 
of life; yet, on a ſudden, I'm wound up in cares 
like a filk-worm in, his woof—all of my own ſpin- 


ing too—In this country, I'm ſure I can't ſtay 
long; and if I were to venture back to Ireland, 


there I have ready before me that damn'd terrible 
Iriſh coſſack——Katty, my love, what is that 
hector's name, the captain chat lov'd you fo much 
in Ireland? 

Katty. Captain Kilmeinham © Squeaniouph! 
Faith, and — did love me ! If he was to come over 
he'd ſhoor me in your arms. 

Alibi, Fd as lief he wou'd ſhoot you anywhere 


I - 


Aire. (witbous. ) Tell her it's her friend Captain 


Kilmeinbham O'Squramough ! juſt come from 
4 Dublin (with the brogue, very loud 9. | 


Alibi, What! (territed.) 
Sopbia. My dear Aircourt keeps bis promiſe to 


1 Z free me (aſide). 


Katty. Oh, huſband ! tis Captain Kilmeinaam 
O; Squramough: and ſeems to have been at his 
bottle Here will be cutting and ſhooting! 

Alibi. Cutting and ſhooting! _ 

Sophia. A Captain ! Perhaps he will take a diſh 


« tea with us, ha, ha, ha! \\ 


Alibi. Tea! give him ſome 4 quafortis ! | 
16 Glaſs broke winde, ) 


| - © Zounds! if he hasn t broke the lamp in the hal! 
1 * ho's there ? rem ling.) 


LKarry and SOPHIA exeunt, 


Aires. Sir, asI am'a gentleman, I think 1 it . 


I or A Bar- - 


WY Really, Sir, 1 am ſome what of your way 
of thinking, 5 3 


Aires I find you are, Sir; as we both think of .. 


having the fame woman—With ſubmiſſion, 1 think 


that s damn'd impudent in one of us. 

Alibi. I think ſo too, Sir; but pray, to whi m 
am I indebted for the honor of this viſit? 

_ Airc. To that amiable inconſtant, the widow, 


. Kavanagh. 


Alibi. The very deſperado! Sir, 1 | imagine you 


5 deſſen to affront me. 


Airc. I came on purpoſe, © 1 GR 25 

Aibi. Civil creature! (ade. „ 

Airc. Look you, Sir; I have had the honor to 
ſerve at home and abroad Ockzakow and Bal- 
briggin—the Danube and the Liffey Volunteer 
Reviews, and Bellgrade ſieges all one to Kilmeine 


ham O'Squramough—And I have learnt in Ire 8 


land and Germany by tactic, theoretic and 5 
that there are two ways of doing things. The firffis 
_ (fills)—health (drinks)—that's one way! The fes.. 
cond is (#ll5)—Sir, your! health eee | 
another way! 
Alibi. Now, Sir, with yeah to your radtics; py” 
thoſe two ways ſeems to me but one. *S 
Airc. Right, Sir; (Alls) two and one make 


three (drinks) V ou ſee, Hir, how I love my bottle. 


Alibi, 1 fee how you love my bottle ! I 3; 


| greateſt marauder I ever ſaw (afide). 


* 


Airc. How can you keep ſuch wine? 


Alibi. It's very difficult, — wiſh I had a con- yy YE 
, fable (2% . os 


Airc. Now, our. Iciſh/ ary hs 4 me 8 
n milk makes a man ſprightly and good- n 
tur d; but your damn'd gunpowder” port ſets m 


kilo afire — his RN and makes me 2 725 5 4 1 g 
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bot and as wicked—Ir has juſt -primed me. for . 
ſineſs; and now for the PRES that brought me 
before your citadel.—Hark'e, friend, as I doat on 
Mrs. Kavanagh, the man that loves her is a 
ſcoundrel! 
. Alibi. Sir, we ſtill agree in opinion; but this 
widow happens to be my wife. 

Airc. What! then you've married her, hah! 0 
you moſt outrageous 

Aibi. But, Sir, long before you ever ſaw ber. 


Airc. Then you didn't give me fair chance 


election or rejection, that's the word But it can't 
be! She was never before in England. 

Alibi. But 1 was in Ireland. 

' Airc. Sir, I have done I aſk pardon 5 all 
favours! (bows low.) 


Alibi (bows low). Now you're cool, Sir—if 1 
ſhou'd thruſt myſelf into your houſe, break your 
Ea | fav you 7? and make all this upront. What 


d you ſay? 


Airc. Faith, Sir, I'd ſay nothing, at all, at all; 
but I'd like a crow, have the honor to take vou 


up to the gartet- window, decently drop you down 
upon the flags, and crack you like a cockle.— Oh, 


Fd knock your head againſt the walls of Bender, 


as C the XIIth did the J aniſſaries !—I'd 
kick you juſt ſo (throws down the table and 
breaks the china). 1 os curn you out of. my houſe 
juſt ſo Get along, you . demo- 
liſh all you N and . IS | 5 


Enter Me eTHE EGLIN : are as a bridegrom— th 5 


Fee er Hobel bim. 25 
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ra FO you. and every ouddeel who'd take a lady 
from Captain Kilmeinham O5 n [ Exit. 
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\. Meth, Me! Wovu'do't ſtop a man on e King's | 
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Miki. Sophia! The Marauder: s. gone down the 
road—Stop him, and Pm "BY: Ta. a hoodred | 
 gvineas ! 


highway for five thouſandd! es 
Alibi. O my ward Get along, you muzzy- 
headed fool—If you won't help to recover Sophia, 
get home to your ſideboard Furies! if ſhe meets 
AKircourt, ſhe's e e loſt !—Sophy ! [Exit 
Meth. Muzzy-headed Fool Sideboard 
Very well — Ves, I think I't introduce one Sir | 
Carrol O'Donovan into this houſe.—Yes, be ma yx 
be liſten'd to, though I can't—1 will — 
Larry Oh, ho!—Ay, - hh gt AVER: 
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O Dor. How: unlucky | this ilchicias 1 
Matheata to acquaint Sir Carrol-of my — * for 1 
Lady Arable; hers for me I have proved ws 
entirely his own fancy. My benefactor muſt think 
me -preſumptugus and ungratefol. No Lil re- 
turn no more — This lawyer may afford me at EM 3 
Aa temporary employ ment—if got Lal, directly for +. 
| London, . Carrol lee diſturbed —( 1 3 


2 og Ele Sir Cannou, | e me WS 


"8 15 ik I Pb Neibegnid' $ R | 
young Larry as he calls him, whom I conſidered 1 1 
IP y foo X * Alibrs {Would IT, — their 2 
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raſcally bramble on the noble ſtock of the o; Don- 


vans! Then, my poor unhappy child, whoever 
he is, muſt go by their name—Lawrence Ka- 


. _ vanagh! Perhaps they have, abandoned him, and 


he now languiſhes 1 in penury perhaps dead! 
O Doo advances.- i 
Ha! my lad, we were all ſurprized at your abrups 


; departure. 


O' Don. Sir eb though I confeſs myfelf un- 


worthy of your bounty, I'm not yet ſo haſe as to 


accept obligations from the perſon I have injured. _ 
Sir Car. Why, Metheglin has been telling . 
O' Don. Truth! By inſidiouſly cheriſhing a paſ- 


ſion for your ſon's intended lady, I fear I have fruſ- 
trated your favourite wiſh: 


Sir Car. So a point of gratitude impelled 3 
to relinquiſh the affluence that probably offered a 


reward to his merit A noble- minded youth (i). 
Ho you firſt became acquainted with Lady 
Arable I do not aſk; but had the been more can- 
did, you ſhould not have been hurt, nor her Lady- 


ſhip troubled by my propoſals for my ſon. ' The 
opinion I conceived of you at firſt Goht has not 
deceived me. You have intereſted me to a more 


| particular aue and firſt . me . is vo L 
ms + | . a N 


O' Den. Kavanagh. _ e R 
Sir Car. How! your Chriſtian came 2 8 
O' Don. Lawrence! 

Sir Car. Who are your parents? ? (quick 1 with, 


great emotion) 
O Don. Sir, I REN juſt now ſeen my mother, in 


this houle, but I think ſhe did not know Fr 
Sir Car. She nurſed * W - 


O Bon. 8 e 50 3 


Sir Car. It is—rhy Edward I generous 
boy! (embraces bin Yo: long the Penh, child of 
indigence— alike an unhappy ſubject. for the ſcorn 
of pride and the tear of ir 0 pals his eee, 
to bis ces). | 
O Don. Can this PE | „ 
Alibi (without). No, _ you pe t profil 
upon me to connive at your U 3 


4 


W * hi Grab, rl pra my own n neck. 
out of the nooſe (aide). 

Sir Car. Well, Mr. Alibi, alias. Kavanagh 1 
(Air Jurprized.) I left you in Ireland twenty 
years ago a profligate young man, and now I find 


you in England a hardened old knave. £ a 8 F f 


„„ 

Sir Car. In youth, when: the n 9 0 the 
rein, vice may be. the effect of folly ; but when 

judgment is matur'd by age, a vicious man is a 
confirmed ſoundrel! Where's my ſon, raſcal? 
Alibi (trembling). Indeed, Sir Carrol, I'd 117 

elf give a thouſand, pounds to find him, - 3 
98 Gare . W =P 5 TO. | 


Enter ul Alb, 55 12 5 


O Don. Merciful heaven! I came bither to 
ſeek — but to find ſuch a father! (kneels.) ) 


Sir Car. Riſe, my dear ſon; I'm not mote . 


joieed at finding you, than by fortune's knocking 
at the door of N to bath ic ic qpened by an 8 
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EBnuter MernzorlIinmx. 


cad Ara. This gentleman your ſon, Sir Car- 

s rol ! { This I hope may in ſome meaſure juſtify what 
I dreaded would prove che inexcuſable error of my 70 
heart. | 

"Meth. Your choice of me, error, my Lady 1 
. 

He Car. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Metheglin, 1 fear 
you've been in a little miſtake here; but as it has 
* your perfidious Katty and her huſband's 

ture upon me, you ſhan't loſe your _—_ at 
the ſideboard. | 

Meth. Sideboard My ay od "Ny new ite 
gloves and brigadier wig !—Ah, you'll de yet Sir 
Edward! Title turns 2 ee nee 6 
happineſs to vanity! | 


| Emer Lazzy. 5 

Tarry. Ab; my haughty n your Wine 

comes now too late Upon my Boner you. cannot 
have me! | . 

Nerb. Well aid, Larry! 
| K * Thank Heaven you are no fon of 
mine! There is your father! (pointing to Ali.) 
Alibi. Sir Carrol's right. This is is / 208 Fett 

tleman, and you are mine. 

Meth. How do you do, Larry? 

Larry. Larry! what the devil do you . me 55 
for Tour fon! Eh?—Old Alibi's fon! Ce | 
"EW without.) —W\ hat is the meaning of all this? - 8 
„ Alibi. The Captain again Hide that e 1 
bock the china 1 - : | £4 
WAR | ; „ . Meth, „ 


* > xt * 1 1 


Ex 53S 
[ „ 


* 


- . 5 wy. > \ 
4 ' a gy 41.Y 
i * 1 * e - 4 
- 3 * 2 3 
1 PY & 8 . 
. 60 — * * * 1 j 
. . — * * 
* -4 
- SR. 5A _ . 
* $4 _—_ 
1 8 * = „ 5 ' 
z 3:7 - 2 
's : : <4 1 5 4 
| 3 þ FY „ 
» 7 * 
8 
v.42 


* Meth. Give me the bottle and Jock us op 6 Ep I 
. A . . N en. 3 3 * 


Enter Aixcovrr and Soria. | 
as ihe; Be it known from Beigrade to Balbrigglw | 
that old gentlemen may keep their widows ! for 
this lady is now the wife of N Kümeinkaam 9 
O'Squramough. | „„ 
Alibi. Your wife! And who are you | . 
Airc. Mr. Alibi; I ſuppoſed from the known 
venality of your character, had I aſked your con=" #3 
ſent fairly and openly, I never ſhould have 2 5 
it; but inſtead of a needy adventurer, my 8 Z—̃—̃ 
ſhall prove, that to obtain her charming ſelf os ; 
the ſole object of her affectionate Aircourt, 
Tons: No, ye dear fellow, you took her off 
5 2 No, my dear fellow, I took her off for | 1 
my ſelf! | | 4 
Tar. But you aid for . ! 
Arc. Pho l twas only the © Lie of the . Dayt'— "EY 
With any other motive I'd ſcorn to circumvent a 

friends but in love all ſtratagem is allowable. 
Neib. Ha, ha, ha! how * you do, SONS 


95 Eu. | 

| lth. This Aircourt! | 3 A 
e Aye, poor clerk Robin! who uſed to play . 
es with the maids! =: 22 
Alibi. Mind, her fortune is Rill i in my hands— oY 

I'm her guardian! = * 
Sophia. No, Sir, you are pot. The name tis - 
executor in my mother's will is Alibi; now, a1! 
underſtand that yours is Kavanagh, we ſhall make 

| om part in the truſt you 26 the milnomert T5 
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ber a chamber council, a 
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petticoat pleading ! I muſt: make 
be curſt to me! 
How did YOU like La 


” alibi. Here's 


Sophia. He, he, he 
"pipe: „ 

Lady Ara. Ah, you arch one ; 

Sir Car, Reimburſe the four Hovfaga it "OM 
coſt me in the training of your ſon Lawrence! and 


give this lady her fortune; or for your fraud on me 


I' proſecute you to beggary! 
was the cauſe of your crime; the loſs of them now: 


be your puniſhment,—The events of this day have 


proved, that the Eye which ſees all, directs an un- 

erring hand, to give vice the laſh, and drop on the 

brow of Dec the blooming wreath of f placing: 
Ns LO ik a e 


To. acquire riches: - 


